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neath the feet.    The young American in his eager-
ness preceded Gophira on these level terraces.
By nine o'clock they had roped themselves to-
gether securely under the first mild cliff. Once or
twice in the ascent of this the young American had
paused to look downwards towards the route by
which they had come. For the first time he was
conscious of a faint sense of vertigo. He knew he
had no head for mountains, and took care to bide
the sudden sensation from the guide.
By looking upwards at the easy bits in prospect
he conquered his fears. Climbing carefully, they
made slow progress and once more reached a gentle
white slope. Here, however, the snow was less
buoyant. On several occasions they sank in waist-
line deep. Minor crevasses, cunningly concealed,
were an increasing danger. It was easy for Gophira
to see that the Sahib was becoming breathless. At
the first close sight of the peak, crystal clear in the
now fierce sunlight, both renewed their efforts.
With a rhythmic trudge they crossed the slope and
again found ridges immediately ahead.
After an hour's struggle on the rock face the
young American realized that the character of the
mountain had changed. A difficult chimney
necessitated the careful use of axes and a sure
judgment of balances on Gophira's part. The
peak which looked so accessible from the last slope
now appeared to be guarded by ice walls where
overhangs were not uncommon. A second attack
of vertigo overcame the Sahib as they made their
way across a traverse towards a wide ridge. On